you look much like us.   I have never seen a Chinese before.
But of course everyone has lieard of them.'
He looked as though he were long of wind, and I-wan
nodded to dismiss him and went on with Bunji.
*I suppose Tama is an obedient wife now and no longer
a moga/ Bunji said, half sneering as he spoke. *I suppose
she will buy the flowers like a good Japanese wife/
'She won't buy them if she doesn't want them at his
price,' I-wan said reasonably. Bunji was just drunk
enough so he must not mind what he said.
'You Chinese!1 Bunji said scornfully. 'Hah, you
Chinese!' He shook his head largely.
They were passing a small cafe now with a few outdoor
tables and chairs, and he sat down heavily at a table and
slapped the metal top so that it sounded like a tin drum.
A thin-faced girl ran out.
*Beeri' Bunji shouted. 'I suppose you can drink beer?'
he inquired of I-wan.
'Certainly/ I-wan replied.
'Beer for one,' Bunji cried to the girl.   Tor me, whisky.
*So------' the girl whispered.
*At oncef
She disappeared.
'I hate the English, so I drink their whisky/ Bunji ex-
plained when she was gone.
*You used not to drink much/ I-wan replied.
'Oh, so/ Bunji retorted, cyes, I used to be a very good
boy, didn't I?  Well, now I ain better.   I know how to
drink and I know other things also/
The street was quiet in the afternoon sun, but it was a
small street. Across it a woman bathing her child looked
up curiously.
I   'Let us go inside/ I-wan suggested.   'That woman is
listening to you/
/ Bunji declared in a loud voice, 'are all fools/